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" Are you one of that psalm-singing lot ? " she yelled at me, " Get out of this. I've no use for you."
" No," I said, "I'm not here to preach to you, but only to pay you a little visit, as we are countrywomen; mayn't I sit down for a moment ? "
She hesitated, but presently made grudging room for me.
I spoke to her gently, asking her if she wasn't tired of New York and if she wouldn't like to see the green fields of England again. Had she no mother or sisters she could go home to ? If so, I thought I was influential enough to make things easy for her. I would take her away and send her to her mother. I talked on, longing to help, not knowing what to say! The poor thing looked at me in a dazed sort of way. Her anger had passed ; she no longer seemed to resent my presence, but when I mentioned her mother she gave way suddenly and sank down on the bed, convulsed with sobs.
" Oh, my mother, my mother," she moaned. " If I thought that she knew what had happened to me, I would kill myself."
And then, little by little, she told me her pitiful story. She had come to New York as an emigrant, seeking work. She had been young, pretty, full of the joy of life, and she had found work as a clerk in a bank. But the manager cast his evil eye on her. For a time he treated her as a plaything, but tired of her and turned her on the streets.
" What was I to do ? " she moaned. " I had no friends ; I was ruined, disgraced, and did not know where to turn. Then a Chinaman came along. He saw me in the street; crying. He said, ' Come withAMERICA                          I9I
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